They were the mummied heath-bells of the past sum-
mer, originally tender and purple, now washed colourless
by Michaelmas rains, and dried to dead skins by October
suns. So low was an individual sound from these that
a combination of hundreds only just emerged from silence,
and the myriads of the whole declivity reached the ...
ear but as a shrivelled and intermittent recitative. Yet
scarcely a single accent amongst the many afloat to-night
could have such power to impress a listener with thoughts
of its origin. One inwardly saw the infinity of those com-
bined multitudes; and perceived that each of the tiny
trumpets was seized on, entered, scoured and emerged
from by the wind as thoroughly as if it were as vast as
a crater.

THOMAS HARDY (from The Return of the Native]

So now my yeare drawes to his latter terme^
My spring is spent, iny sommer burnt up quite;
My harveste hasts to stirre up Winter sterne,
And bids him clayme with rigorous rage hys right:
So nowe he stormes with many a sturdy stoure;
So nowe his blustring blast eche coste dooth scoure.
The carefull cold hath nypt my rugged rynde.
And in my face deepe forrowes eld hath pight :
My head besprent with hoary frost I fynd,
And by myne eie the Crow his clawe dooth wright :
Delight is layd abedde; and pleasure past;
No sonne now shines; clouds ban all overcast.
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